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night my lad brother and I would wake in bed to find her beating
us for practically no reason. One time he and I ran out of the house
in our underclothes with her after us and climbed up in the rafters
of a big barn. She poked us out with a broomstick and then whaled
away at us until the broomstick broke.
I was a big kid for my age, and at twelve I got my first paying job
—singing birthday messages for the telegraph company. About the
same time I was put in charge of our school bank and was allowed
to deposit the funds in the real bank. My mother was excited by the
honor, but she had no real understanding of what it meant to me.
When I told her I intended to be a banker when I grew up, she
laughed. In our circumstances my ambition seemed as distant as the
moon.
I can still remember the store where we traded when I was little.
My mother would send my brother and me to buy the cheapest
foods, and we always had to cool our heels until the store was empty
before we were waited on. One day I noticed a number of spoiled
bananas in a garbage barrel in the back alley. I asked a clerk—he
was a smart-alecky young fellow—if my brother and I could have
them. He said I could take a spoiled banana for every red pepper I
would chew and swallow without a drink of water. I can still see the
clerk laughing as I ate the peppers and hopped from one foot to the
other, tears streaming from my eyes. I finally quit with six overripe
bananas for my kid brother and myself.
It never occurred to me to break the bargain and swipe the ba-
nanas from the alley when nobody was looking. Honesty is a cardi-
nal rule with rue to this day. Another rule is paying my bills on the
dot and staying out of debt Elsa thinks we should buy a house—in-
stead of renting. To me a mortgage is debt, and I would rather
camp out than assume an obligation I can't liquidate promptly.
When Elsa attacks my principles I can defend myself. But I am
cut to the quick by the way she belittles my job. Three months ago
at a big general meeting of all the bank officials I was named an
assistant cashier as a reward for devising a more effective method of
keeping our records. The president of the bank congratulated sse

